[sic] -a journal of literature, culture and literary translation Utopia and Political Theology No. 2 -Year 5 06/2015 -LT.6 getting softer. Until now he mostly put sun-tanning lotion on the girls his age, or a little older, but a woman this old under his palms was something completely different. He knelt next to her and coated her skin all the way to the edge of her panties. She then lowered her panties and the white line of her skin showed.
"There too," she said.
He obliged.
As if by accident, she ran her elbow across the front of his swimming trunks. And then she asked if there was something going on in town later in the evening.
"Is there a dance?"
He replied that there was a dance at the terrace of every hotel, that there were several going on and that everything lasted until midnight, and after midnight she could dance at the disco at Internacional. Then she asked if he would take her dancing in the evening because she was here alone, staying at a private place not a hotel, and didn't know the town. And she wanted to dance.
He would never even consider taking the old hag to a dance, but he nevertheless said: "Sure."
At that moment, he would've promised anything. He wanted her savagely, so much so that he had to lie down on his stomach to hide his want. But he would never take her dancing.
"You have a girlfriend?" she asked again.
He said no.
"Such a handsome young man?"
He knew she was lying. He felt embarrassed that she was humiliating herself so much.
3.
They talked while he lay on his stomach and she sat on her towel. People on the beach watched them talk to each other, perhaps thinking he was her son. At one moment she lifted his hair that fell to his shoulders and put some lotion on his neck. A mother's gesture. He saw little children getting buckets of water and filling a small inflatable pool. That game was something he would remember when winter comes. He glanced around the beach but there wasn't anyone he knew.
[sic] -a journal of literature, culture and literary translation You could tell that a couple of years ago she had been beautiful. Perhaps even just six months ago.
One evening, there in her Modry Kamen, she fell asleep a beautiful woman and woke up an old hag. That's what he was thinking about as he pulled her towards the island where he would finally experience what other boys had talked about so much. He pulled her, holding her around the waist, and then a boat passed by and raised the ripples. It seemed he was no longer holding her, as if between his fingers, instead of her, a sea current swayed, a mass of water moved, not a human being. That's how soft she was.
And then the foreign town and the foreign sea turned into home again. Just next to them, a wooden boat came to a halt, holding his friends. His cousin was first to recognize him, he stood at the till and stared at him as if he couldn't believe his eyes. He saw a sixteen-year-old kid he had known his whole life dragging behind him some old hag of at least fifty, with a pink straw hat and a pink swim ring around her chest. And his face showed he felt embarrassed because of him.
"Leave the hag and get in the boat," he said.
It didn't even cross his mind that she might understand the language.
He let go of her for a moment, swam to the boat and said quietly: "I'm going to lick her!"
Then he swam back and took hold of her waist once again.
For a moment, it was dead quiet, all that could be heard was the gurgling of the sea and the yelling somewhere in the distance. And then laughter exploded. Ugly, youthful, vicious laughter. And that's where he lost his virginity, not with her. Something snapped, something broke through, and the blood reddened the sea around them. And he thought that laughter cures shame. He felt sorry for laughing at her, but those were the rules. Under his breath, he told her: "I'm sorry!" And then continued laughing.
6.
It was a particularly strange feeling that his friends saw her, that he saw her too, but did not feel her in his arms. That's how soft she was. She was as soft as saltwater, as a swamp, as something you cannot say is soft because it is more liquid that soft, because fingers pass through it like they ISSN 1847-7755; doi: 10.15291/sic/2.5.lt.6 6 pass through an illusion. Today, when he thinks about it, he is grateful to those kids and the fact that they saw it all because otherwise for him she would've been like some sort of a dream that is not exactly terrifying, but nor is it pleasant and that you occasionally want to go back into because you know it is a dream. The eyes saw the reality of that old Slovakian woman with cellulite and slightly sagging breasts, but the fingers did not feel her. And how can you fuck water, how can you fuck a mirage?
"Are these your friends?" she asked.
He said yes.
"Nice boys," she said.
They continued swimming and the boat left. He could see them laugh and turn back to look at the Slovakian woman whom he was hauling behind him through water like that old man hauling his catch -a giant swordfish.
She let him grope her breasts, first over her bikini, but then he removed her top and it was left hanging around her neck. Her breasts were as soft as children's balloons when you fill them with water and squeeze. From the moment when they were still unattainable until now, when he was touching them, no even half an hour had passed.
7.
With every meter they swam, there was less and less innocence left. When they reached the beach on the island, first he looked around to see if there were any neighbors, and only then allowed her to stand up. He led her through a grove on the southern part of the island, where the steep cliffs descended into the sea and where usually there weren't many swimmers. Occasionally, as if by accident, he would touch her behind and thought it very strange that he was grabbing her ass and they hadn't even kissed yet.
He took her to the paved terrace at the foot of the lighthouse and showed her the panorama of the town. The scene was beautiful: a hot summer day, clouds like white cotton drifting above the Velebit, bell towers sticking up into the sky, yachts and their masts rocking in the harbor. The sight must have been quite different from anything she'd seen before. She stood there and looked at the town, and he wedged her panties into the crack of her ass, like a thong, even though back then the urchins in the water, the green pine needles above them, the brown needles under their feet, prickly weeds, rocks. Even her long manicured nails.
He imagined that he was fucking her from that world into this one, that he was jumping over some boundary no one had ever jumped before, that the horror taking place then and there was something grand, that's what he thought. That story he told himself about her dead son excited him even more and then, when he became even more forceful, she squatted and took his hardened member, licked it once, and then put it under her moist armpit. He fucked her armpits and they didn't even look at each other. First the left one, then the right, left, right, left, right . . . To the cawing of gulls, the clattering of boats, to distant cries from the jetty, they added yet another quiet but interesting noise: squishing like when a child splashes the muddy puddle with its hand.
When it was all over and when she stood up, he imagined her, crumpled with pain, standing above a coffin, while her son's classmates, expressing their condolences, stared at her cleavage. Later he walked her to the little beach, she put on her swim ring, he directed her towards the shore and told her to wave her hands and she'd make it back safely. He watched as the pink inflatable ring with the pink hat grew smaller. And smaller. And smaller. And he remained on the little island and could not find his way back to the living.
